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And my hot eyes throbbed as with embers seared.
And ever I saw the colour dread,
For the darkness itself was painted red*
My body I gave as a stepping-stone,
My breast was ever his shield. My sword and arm had kept his head, When my veins from a hundred gashes bled
On many a battlefield. And now he would seize my snow-white maid
To minister to his lust, And I must take to the trade obscene Of an outcast base and a pander mean,
I must bring my pride to the dust.
And while I raved and tore my hair, The curtain swung and a lantern's flare
Shone murkily on my sight. Four men came in through the open door, And each a naked weapon bore
Which gleamed in the wavering light. As chiefs of note I knew them well, And a glance was enough for me to tell By the glint of their eyes their purpose fell.
The leader was Prince Mahomed Din,
Of the ancient royal race, A warrior in his youthful prime,
With a smooth and handsome face. He put the point of his sword to my breast And in accents stern his words addressed;